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The hand of the king that the scepire haih borne;
The brow of the priest that the mitre hath worn;
The eye of the sage, and the heart of the brave,
Are hidden and lost in the depths of the grave.
The peasant, whosse loi was to sow and {o reap,
The herdsman, who climbed with his goats up the steep;
The beggar, who wandered in search of his hread
.I Lrver Podlel sway Tike dhee geass thal we feead,
Tix the wink of an eye.¥e

For we are ihe same, our fathers have been;

Wi =zes the same sights our fathers have seell;

We drink the same stream and view the same sun,

And run the same course our fathers have run,

The thoughts we are thinking our fathers would think;
From ihe death we are shrinking our fathers would shreink;
To the life we are clinging, they  also would cling,

Hut 1 speeds-for us all_like o bicd on the wing.

T e o
Tis the wiak of s eve

i
They died!— aye! ihey dicd; we things that are now,
That walk om the turl thal lNes over their brow,
And make in thelr dwellings a transtent abode,
Mest the things that they mel, on their pilgrimage road,
Yea! hope sl despondency, pleasure and pain,
We mingle together in sunshine and rain,;
And the smile and the tear— the song amd the dirge,
sl follow each other like surge upon surge.
Tiz the wink of an eye, 'tls the drought of a hreath,
From the Wossom of healih, io the paleness of death;
From ihe gilded saloon, to the bier amd the shroud!
Oh! why should the spirit of morial be proand P
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